and country called literature. The very name
for story was " hsiao shuo," denoting something
slight and valueless, and even a novel was only
a " ts'ang p'ien hsiao shuo," or a longer some-
thing which was still slight and useless. No,
the people of China forged their own literature
apart from letters. And today this is what lives,
to be part of what is to come, and all the formal
literature, which was called art, is dead. The
plots of these novels are often incomplete, the
love interest is often not brought to solution,
heroines are often not beautiful and heroes often
are not brave. Nor has the story always an end;
sometimes it merely stops, in the way life does,
in the middle of it when death is not expected.

In this tradition of the novel have I been born
and reared as a writer. My ambition, therefore,
has not been trained toward the beauty of letters
or the grace of art. It is, I believe, a sound
teaching and as I have said, illuminating for the
novels of the West.
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